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without result. The neighbouring magistrate and his men,
though not Catholics, were yet friends to Mrs. Yate and not
at all enamoured of their work. After three hours of in-
effectual searching they departed with apologies to Mrs.
Yate, and curses on Eliot for having brought them out on a
wild-goose chase.
Yet to Eliot it was very probably a matter of life that
Campion should be captured. His treachery was the price
with which he had bought his life, and, if it should be
reported, as it now would be, that he had deluded the
magistrate with false information, it would be suspected that
he was playing traitor to his own treason. Leicester would
argue that there was no advantage to be gained by prevent-
ing the law from taking its course in order to preserve such
a man in freedom. Besides, he knew well enough that
Campion was in the house. He was determined not to be
fooled. He therefore turned on the magistrate and asked
him what figure he imagined that he himself would cut if it
should be told to the Council that he was a friend of Mrs.
Yate, and that Campion, the Jesuit, had escaped from Mrs.
Yate's house through his negligence. " I myself have seen
Campion there,5' he cried. The magistrate was shaken.
There was some force in Eliot's argument, and the methods
of vengeance of Elizabeth's Council were not pleasant. He
was persuaded to return. After apologies to Mrs. Yate, he
insisted on another thorough search of the house. But,
though they broke down panelling and broke open walls,
they were unable to find the object of their search.
When they at last abandoned this second search, it was
too late for the men to return home that night. They had
to sleep at Mrs. Yate's house. And, as soon as they were
asleep, Mrs. Yate brought the priests out of their hiding-
place and insisted on Campion preaching once more to the
household. It is hardly believable; nor is it surprising that
this business made a noise sufficient to awake and arouse the
suspicions of the searchers. However, by the time that they
had broken into Mrs. Yate's room, the priests were once
more safely hidden. Nor was it until all were departing
next morning that it suddenly struck Eliot that they had not
searched the wall above the gate. " We have not broken
through here," he cried, and calling for a hammer he
smashed down the wall. Within were the three priests.
The Sheriffof Berkshire was compelled to deliver Campion
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